

The Hittorie of 

prince. Come hither Framits 
Frauds. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thoutoferue,f>*#«*? 

Francis. Forfbothfiueyeares>andas much as to 
Poines. Francis. 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

Prince. Fiueyearcsjberlady alongleafe for thechincking 
of Pewter : But Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and Ihewita laire paireof 
hceles, and runne from it? 

Francis, O Lord fir, Ilebefwornevponallthcbookesin 
England, l could find in my heart. . 

Femes, Francis. Francis * Anone fir. 

Prince. How old art thou Francis 1 
Francis . Let me fee, about Michaelmas next 1 lhall be 
Potnes. Francis. , _ 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you ftay alittle.niy Lord. 

'Prince. Nay buHiarkc you brands , for the Sugar thou 
gaueft me, t was but a penny worth,waft not ? 

Francis. O Lord, 1 would it had be f ne two. 

Prince. I will giue thee for it a thoufand pound, aske race 
when thou wilt, and thou fhalt haue it. 

Foines. Francis « ' Francis. Anon,anone. 

* prince . Anon FrancisWo Francis but to morrow Francis, 
or Francis, onthurfeday; or indeed Francis, when thou wilt : 
But Francis. 

Francis. My Lord, _ 

Prince. Wiltthou rob this Leatherne Ierkin.Chrutall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat ring, Puke flocking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanifh pouch? 

Francis. O Lord fir, who doyoumeane? 

Fnnce. Why then your Browne baftardeisyour ondie 
drinkc : for looke you Francis, your White canualTe doublet 
will fulley . In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 
Francis . What fir; Potnes, Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call 
ff Fie ere they both call him , the Drawer JIands amazed, not 
knowing which way tegoe. Enter Vintner. 
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looke to t.ie , (j, a u j j e t them in l 

K e «ttofth=Th«a=..«««d» 

do „ r c, lll *" I " bC ‘”'cnckcis, my lad . but harke y«, what 
caSnSha” you made w,h th.s ,c« of the Drawer , 

TruluWalhuoocs.that hauc (hewed .hemfdutt 
humors, fincethc old da.es ofpodman^.tu^W ^ 

ageofthis prefent Twelueacloke atmidn ♦ 
clock eFrancisi 

worke.O my fweet Hany fayes fhel how many haft thou kd& 
to day ? Giue my Roan hotfeadrench^fayes he)and anfwers, 
fomefourteene.an hour after: a trifle, a triftc . 1 prethee ca n 
Falflaffc, lie play Percy , and that damr.de Brawne (hall play 
Dame Mortimer his wik.Riuo, faies the drunkardiea,.. r 1 


P sines. Welcome lacke, where haft thou beene? 

Falf. A plague of all cowardsl fay, and a vengeance too, 
many & Amen; giue me a cup off ack boy. E’rellead this 
life longs lie fow neather flocks, & mend them ,& foot them 
too. A plague of all cowards; Giue mea cup of faeke, rogue, is 
there no vertue extant? ... 

Prm. Drift thou heuerfieeT/>4»kilfe a difh of cutter, pitti- 
fyll hearted Titanthax melted at the Iweet tale of the Sun ? if 
thou didft, then behold that compound, 
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